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astonished; and his dumb wonder seemed to ask the cause why
so violent a strife, about so strange an implement, had taken
place between them.
" You shall judge betwixt us," said the brother. " What has
she to do with sharp steel ? Do but look at it. That dagger is
not fit for any actress : point like a needle's, edge like a razor's!
What good is it ? Passionate as she is, she will one day chance to
do herself a mischief. I have a heart's hatred at such singulari-
ties : a serious thought of that sort is insane^ and so dangerous a
plaything is not in* taste."
"I have it back !" exclaimed Aurelia, and held the polished
blade aloft; "I will now keep my faithful friend more carefully.
Pardon me," she cried, and kissed the steel, "that I have so'
neglected thee."
Seiio was like to grow seriously angry. " Take it as thou wilt,
brother," she continued: "how knowest thou but, under this form,
a precious talisman may have been given me; so that, in extreme
need, I may find help and counsel in it ? Must all be hurtful that
looks dangerous ?"
" Such talk without a meaning might*drive one mad," said
Serlo, and left the room with suppressed indignation. Aurelia put
the dagger carefully into its sheath, and placed it in her bosom.
"Let us now resume the conversation which our foolish brother
has disturbed," said she, as Wilhelm was beginning to put ques-
tions on the subject of this quarrel.
" I must admit your picture of Ophelia to be just," continued
she; " I cannot now misunderstand the object of the poet: I must
pity, though as you paint her, I shall rather pity her than sympa-
thise with her. But allow me here to offer a remark, which in these
few days you have frequently suggested to me. I observe with
admiration the correct, keen, penetrating glance with which you
judge of poetry, especially dramatic poetry: the deepest abysses
of invention are not hidden from you, the finest touches of repre-
sentation cannot escape you. Without ever having viewed the
objects in nature, you recognise the truth of their images : there
seems, as it were, a presentiment of all the universe to lie in you,
which by the harmonious touch of poetry is awakened and un-
folded. For in truth," continued she, " from without, you receive
not much: I have scarcely seen a person that so little knew, so
totally misknew the people he lived with, as you do. Allow me to
say it: in hearing you expound the mysteries of Shakspeare, one

